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was exceedingly becoming to the woman who
drove in it. Sylvia knew moreover that the greater
and staider ladies, who, despite her affectation of
modernity, excited her envy and emulation, clung
obstinately to their barouche. Sylvia could not
quite stomach a barouche. She could admire the
barouche in which certain great ladies drove out,
but she could not imagine herself driving in it.
She compromised with a victoria.

There was no doubt that Lady Roehampton in
her victoria, with her daughter beside her, pre-
sented an extremely pretty sight. She held a para-
sol over her head, and on the seat opposite lay her
card-case and a pink leather address-book from
Dreyfous. As they drove along, spanking through
the Park, she extracted three cards in readiness,
letting the little slip of tissue-paper flutter away
over the side of the carriage; she turned down a
corner and put them neatly together; on the larger
card was engraved: The Countess of Roehampton,
Lady Margaret Cairn; and down in the corner was
the address: Roehampton House, Curzon Street.
The smaller cards said: The Earl of Roehampton,
and down in the corner: Carlton Club. Sylvia was
very well satisfied. She enjoyed this leisurely busi-
ness of driving through the Park; of stopping at
various houses; of receiving the answer, "Not at
home"; of handing the cards to James the tiger,
after rapidly pencilling "So sorry to miss you";
df consulting her list for the next address; of
lulling off again, on the silent rubber wheels, to
tfec^uick trot of her two Httle cobs. She liked the